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O ! where the rofy-bofom'd Hours, 
Fair Venus* train appear, 
Difclofe the long-cxpedting flowers. 
And wake the purple year ! 
The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Refponfive to the cuckow's note, 

p X The 

[n;,,,. Google 



4 ODE ON THE SPRING. 

The untaught harmony of ipring : 
While whifp'ring pleafure as they fly. 
Cool Zephyrs thro' the clear blue fky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 

Where'er die oak's thick branches ftrctch 
A broader browner fhadej 
Where'er the rude and mofs-grown beech 
O'er-canopies the glade * 



—a bank 



O'ercanopied with liircioiia woodbine. 

Siai0. m4f. Night', Dnam. 

Befide 
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ODE ON THE SPRING. 5 

Befide ibmc water's rufhy brink ■ 
With me the Mufe fiiall fit> and think 
(At eafc rcclin'd in fuftic ftate) 
How vain the ardour of the Crowd, 
How low, how little are the Proud, 
How indigent the Great ! 

Still is the toiling hand of Care : 

The panting herds repofe : 

Yet hark, how thro' rfie peopled air 

The buly murmur glows ! 

The infefk youth arc on the wing. 

Eager to taile the honied fpring, 

B 3 And 
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6 ODE ON THE SPRING. 

And float amid the liquid noon * : 
Some lightly o'er the current ikim. 
Some (hew their gayly-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to die fun-j-. 

To Contemplation's Ibber eye J 

Such is the race of Man : 

And they that creep, and they that fly. 

Shall end where they began. 

• " N«re per zflatem liqnidam " 

Vir^l. Gttrg. Hi. 4. 
■f I — ^ i fpojting with qnick glance 

Shew to the fun their waved coata drop'd with gold. 

Siikem't Parm£fi lefi, heU 7. 
i While infeOi from the thrcfliold preach, lie. 

M, Gksem, im the GrtfU. 
Ihifi^'i MifttUamtt, VtU V. f i^'- 

Alike 
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ODE ON THE SPRING. V 

Alike the Bufy and the Gay 

But flutter thro' life's litde 6xy, 

In fortune's varying colours dreft: ■ 

Brufh'd by the hand of rough Milchance, 

Or chiird by age, their ary dance 

They leave, in duft to reft. 

Methinks I hear in accents low 

The fix>rtive kind reply : 

Poor moraliA ! and what art thou ? 

A folitary fly ! 

ITiy Joys no glittering fmiale meets. 

No hive hafl thou of hoarded fwcets, 

B4 No 
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$ ODE ON THE SPRING. 

No painted pIufBsge to di^l^j: 
On hafty wiiig> Hxf youth is flown c 

Thy fun is ftt, thy %ing i» gone» « 

We Imlick, white 'tis May^ 



ODE 



ODE 

ON THE DEATH OF A 

FAVOURITE CAT, 

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiflies. 
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O D E 

ON THE DEATH OF A 

FAVOURITE CAT, 

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiihes. 

V I ^WAS on a lofty vafe's fide, 

-*- Where China's gayeft art had dy'd 
The azure flowers, that blow; 

Demurell of the tabby kind. 

The penfive Selima reclin'i 
Gazed on the lake below. 

Her 
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tz ODE ON THE DEATH OF 
Her confcious tail her joy dedar'd ; 
The hit round face, the fiiowy beard. 

The velvet of her paws. 
Her coat, that with the toctoiie vies. 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes. 

She ikwi and purr'd applaufe. 

Still had fhe gaz'd; but 'midA the tide 
Two angcl ibrtns were ieen to glide. 

The Genii of the ftream : 
Their fcaly armour's Tyrian hue 
Thro' richeft purple to the view , 

petray'd a golden gkam. 

The 
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A FAVOURITE CAT. ij 

The haplefs Nymph with wonder Taw: 
A whiiker firfl and then a (Aiw, 

With many an ardent wifli. 
She ilretch'd in vain to reach the prize. ' 
What female heart can gold delpTc? 

What Cat's avcrfe to £(h? 

Prcfumptuous Maidl with looks intent 
Again fhe ftretch'd, again ihe bent. 

Nor knew Ae gulf between. 
(Malignuit Fate £tt by> snd fmil'd) 
The flipp'ry vwge her fixt b^ujl'd. 

She tumbled headlong in. 

St Eight 
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14 ODE. &ff. . 

Eight times emerging from the flood 
She mew'd to cv'iy watry God* 

Some fpecdy aid to fend. < 

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr'd : 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Szi/tm heard, 

A Fav'rite has no friend ! 

From hence, ye Beauties* undeceiv'd> 
Know, one falfe ftep is ne'er rctricv'd. 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedle& hearts, is lawjiil prize ; 

Nor all, that glifters, gold* 

3 ODE 
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O D E 

OK * DISTAWT PKOIPBCT 09 

ETON COLLEGE. 

■^TE diftant Ipires, yc antique towers, 

■^ That crown the watry glade* 
Where grateful Science itill adores 
Her Henry's * holy Shade j 

* £ing HiHiiT tlie Sixth, Foandci of the College. 

C An4 
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i8 ODE ON A DISTANT 

And ye, that from the ftatdy brow 

Of Windsor's heights th' cxpanfe below 

Of grove, of lawD, of mead furvey, 

Whofc turf, whofc ihade, whoic flowers among 

Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His iilver-winding v/ay. 

Ah happy hills> ah p]ea£ng Ihade, 
Ah iidds bdoT^ in vain* 
Where ooce my carejcfs duUhood Aray'd,. 
A ftranger yrt to pain f 
I feel the gaTes> thift finto yc Hcw^ 
A momentary blifs beftow, 

. As 
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^ROSPECt 01c ETON COLtEGE. 13 
As waviog ffefl} ^bew ^adibaie wmg. 
My weary ibul tjiey (eem to jboth. 
And, *reddent of joy mi youth. 
To breathe a fecond fpai^. ^ 

Sf^j Fat^ T<AM£S> £3r tbou hafl feen 
Full many a iprlghUy race 
Di%cfftkig -coi thy margeat ff<xsi 
The paths of pleafure trace. 
Who foremt^ new del^ht to cleaTc 
With pliant acgi thy gla0y wave? 



' And bees iheir honey redolent of (pring. 

DtyJai'i Faiit en ibt PjtiMg> Sj/fem 



C 2 The 
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ao ODEONADISTANT 
The captive linnet which enthrall ? 
What idle progeny fiicCced 
To chafe the rdling circle's fpeed. 
Or uTgs the flying ball F 

While fome on carneft bufinefe bent 

Their munn'ring labours ply 

'Gainft graver hours, that bring conftralnt 

To fweeten liberty : 

Some bold adventurers difdain 

The limits of their little reign. 

And unknown regions dare defcry : 

Still as they run they look behind. 

They hear a voice in every wind. 

And fnatch a fearful joy. 

3 Gay 
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PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 21 

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 
Lcfs pleafing when poffeftj 
The tear forgot as foon as fhed, 
The funfliine of the breaft : 
Theirs buxom health of rofy hue. 
Wild wit, invention ever-new. 
And lively chear of vigour born j 
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night. 
The ipirits pure, the flumbers light. 
That fly th' approach of morn. 

Alas, regardlefs of their doom. 
The little viilims play ! 
No fenfe have they of ills to come. 
Nor care beyond to-day : 



3 



Yet 



22 ODE ON A DISTANT 
Yet fee how all around 'em wut 
The MinifteFs of human httf 
And black Misfortaoe's balefbl trftin } 
Ah, {hew them where in ambuA ftajid 
Tq feize their prey the murth'roua band ! 
Ah, tell them, thqr are men I 

Thele fliall the fury Paffions tear. 
The vulturs of the mind, 
Difdainful Anger, pallid Feai; 
And Shame that iculks behind; 



Or 
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PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 23 
Or pineing Love fliall wifto thmr yQU^> 
Or Jealoufy with rsinkling tooth. 
That inly gnaws die fecrot heart. 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-vilag'd comfortleis Defpair, 
And Sorrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition this fliall tompt to rife. 
Then whirl the wretdi from high. 
To bittn* Scorn a iacnh^. 
And grinning In£imy. 
The flings of Falfhood thofc IhaU try. 
And hard Unkindnefs' alter'd eye, 

C 4 That 
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24 ODE ON A DISTANT 
That mocks tiie tear it fbrc*d to flow ; 
And keen Remorfe with blood defii'd. 
And moody Madnefs * laug^g wild 
Amid fcvereft woe. 

Lo, in the vale of years beneath 
A griefly troop are fcen. 
The painful family (xT Deaths 
More hideous than their QiKen: 
This racks the joints, this fires tlie veins. 
That every labouring finew ftrains* 



— Madnefg laaghing in his ireful mood. 

Drjden'i FahU»fPalam» mndAreiu. 

.'Thofe 
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PROSPECT OFETON COLLEGE. 25 
Thole in the deeper vitals rage : 
Lo, Poverty, to fill the band. 
That numbs the foul with icy hand. 
And llow-confuming Age. 

To each his {aff rings : all are men, 

Condemn'd -alike to groan. 

The tender for another's painj 

Th* unfeeling for his own. 

Yet ah ! why (hould they know their fate ? 

Since forrow never comes too late. 

And happincfs too fwiftly flies. 

Thought would deftroy their paradife. 

No more ; where ignorance is blifs, 

'Tis folly to be wife. 

HYMN 
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HYMN 



T 

ADVERSITY, 

— — Znroj 

©/yra KUftus tx^"' 

J^^s^HYLus, in Agamemnonc. 
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HYMN 



ADVERSITY., 

1~XAUGHTER of Jove, rdentlefi Power, 
■*— ^ Thou Tamer of the human bread, 
Whofe iron fcourgc and tort'ring hour. 
The Bad affright, afflia the Beft ! 

Bound 

Digitized bv Google 



so HYMN *rO ADVERSITV- 

Bound in thy adannntiiie dnin 

The Proud are taught to tafte of paln^ 

And purple Tyrants Vainly groan 

With pangs un&Ht before* unphied and alone 

When firft diy Sire to fend on earth 

Virtue, his darling Child, defign'd. 

To thee he gave the heav'nly Birth, 

And bad to form her infant mind. 

St«n ru^ed Nuife ! thy. r^;id lota 

With patience mai^ a year (^ hott : 

What fcrrow was, thou had'il her know. 

And from ber own flie letin'd to nielt at others' 

[woe. 

Scared 
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY, ^i 

Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

5elf-pleafing Fcdly'6 idle ImtjocI, 

SATild Laughter, Noife, and dioughde^ Joy, 

And kave os l»fure In be good. 

Light they difperfe, and with them go 

The fumifter Friend, the flatt'ting Foej 

By 'vtain Pro^p^ity reoeived, 

To her they vow their truth, and arc again be- 
lieved. 

Wildom in ^k garb fxray'd 
Immcrs'd in nfi'tfoas thought profound. 
And Mehracholy, filent auid 
Witk leadea eye, ^t ^ves the ^oundy 

SdU 



ga HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 

Still on thy folemn fteps attend : 

Warm Charity, the gen'ral Frigid, 

With Juftice to herfelf fcvcre. 

And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear. 

Oh, gently on thy Suppliant's head. 
Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand ! 
Kot in thy Gorgon terrors clad. 
Nor circled with the vengeful Band 
(As by the Impious thou art fccn) 
With thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 
With fcreaming Horror'^s funeral cry, 
Delpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty. 

Thy 
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 33 

Thy form benign, oh Goddels, wear» 

Thy milder influence impart. 

Thy philofophlc Train be there 

To foften, not to wound my heart. 

The gen'rous fpark extinit revive. 

Teach me to love and to forgive, 

Exaft my own defeats to fcan. 

What others are, to feel, and know myfclf a 
[Man. 
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PROGRESS of POESY. 



A PINDARIC ODE, 



Ae TO lorac spfiwiaif x.'^Ti^fi. 

Pindar, Olymp. IL 



D 2 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

When the Author firft publiflied this and tlw 
following Ode, he was advifcd, even by his 
Friends, to iiibjoin Tome few explanatory 
Notes j but had too much relpe6t for the 
underftaading of his Readers to take that 
liberty'. 
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PROGRESS of POESY. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 



A 



I. I, 
WAKE, .^olian lyre, awake* 



And give to rapture all thy trembling 
[ftrings. 
From Helicon's harmonious iprings 

A thou^d rills their mazy progrcTs take : 

The 

' Awake, my glory : awake, lute and harp^ 

Oavitt Pfalm, 
Pindar flyles liu own poetry with iti mofical accotnptnymnts, 

AtAatc fuXnil, 'AiJmlK X°e*^' *^'^'^*^ ^"^ *i»^ ^olisD toag, 

^olian Aring), tlie breath of the ^olian flute. 

D 3 The 
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38 THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 

The laughing flowers, that round them blow^ 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along 

Deep, majeftic, finocrth,. and ftrong^ 

Thro* verdant vale^ aid Ceres* golden reign i 

Now rowling down the fteep' amain» 

Headlong, impetuous, fee it poiir ; - ' 

The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the- 

[roar. 



The fabjeA and fimile, as uCaal with Pindar, are nnited. 
TKe virions fources of poetry, wiiich gives life and luftre to all 
k touches, are here defcribed ; its quiet majeftic progrefs en- 
riching every fubjeft (oUicnvife dry and barren) with a pomp 
of di&ion and luxuriant harmony of numbers; and Its more 
sapid and irreiiftible conrfe, when fwoln and hurried away by 
the conflift of tomiiltaauf paffions. 

Oh! 
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APINDARICODE. jj 

I. 2. 

• Oh ! Sovereign of the willing foul, . 
Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs. 
Enchanting (hell t the fuUen Cares, 
And frantic Paifions hear thy foft controul. 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of Wat, 
Has curb'd the fury of his car. 
And drop'd his thirfty lance at thy command. 
•j- Perching on the fGept'r«i hand 



* Power ofhatmosy to calm the torbnlent fallies of tHefoiiI. 
The thoQghu are borrowed from the firft Pythian of Pindar. 

f This is a weak imitation of fome incomparable lines in 
the fame Ode. 
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40 THE PROGRESS OF FOES Y^ 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing : 
Quench'd in dark clouds of flumber lie 
The terror of his beak, and light'nings of his eye. 

1- 3- 

* Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 

O'er Idalia's velvef-green 

The rofy-crowned Loves are fcen 

On Cytl^erea's day 

With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleafurts, 

Frifking light in frolic meafurcs; 

* Power of hannoay to produce all tlie graces of motion in 
the body. 

Now 
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.APINDARIC ODE. 4^ 

Now purfuing, now retreating, 

Now in circling troops they meet : 

To briik notes in cadence beating 

* Glance their many-twinkling feet. 

Blow melting iftrains their Queen's approadi dc- 
[clare ; 
Where'er (he turns the Graces homage pay. 

With arms fublime, that float upon the air. 

In Riding ftate ftie wins her eafy way : 

O'er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move 

-f-The bloom of young Defire, and purple light c£ 

[Love. 



• UMf/ntiB^t &oim i«JSc SaC/m^t H any™. HOMEK. OA* ©. 

napinn ^ ^«nc, FhRthichitsi spud AiheDSEaiit. 

2 n. I. 
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•j^z THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 
IL I. 

* Man's feeble race what Ills await. 
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Difeaie, and Sorrow's weeping train. 
And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate ! 
The fond complaint, my Song, diipfove. 
And juftify the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav'nly Mufe ? 
Night, and all her fickly dews* 
Her Spe5:res wan, and Birds of boding cry. 
He gives to range the dreary fky : 



• To coropenfftte thereat andiraaginary illsofUre.the Mufe 
was given to Mankiiid by the fame Providence that fends lh« 
Day by its chcarful prefencc to djfpel the gloom and terrors 
of the Night. 

TiU 
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A PINDARICODE. 43 

* Till down the caftern cliffs afar 

Hyperion's march they ipy, and glitt'ring fliafts 
[of war. 

IL 2. ■ 

-f- In climes beyond the folar J road. 

Where flia^y forms o'er ice-built mountains 
[roam,. 
The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom 

To ch^^ar the fliiv'ring Nativei's dull- abode. 



* Oi fees tlie Morning's well-appomted Star 

Come mftrching up the caflem hills afar. CatuUy. 

t Extenfive infiueace of poetic Genius over the rcmotell and 
&oft undviliiicd natiom : its connection with liberty, and the 
virtoei' that naturally attend on it. [See the Erfe, Norwegiuiy 
and Welch Fragments, the Lapland and American fongs.] 

t " Extra anni folifque riaj " firgil. 

** Tatu lontana dal camia del kit." Pttrtrth, Cenz^n z. 
And 



^Go 



.4+ THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 

And oft, beneath the od'rous fliade 

Of Chill's boundleis forefts laid* 

She deigns to hear the lavage Youth repeat 

In loole numbers wildly iweet 

Their feather-cinftured Chiefs, and dulky Loves. 

Her track, where'er die Goddefs roves. 

Glory purfue, and generous Shame, 

Th' unconquerable Mind, arid Freedom's holy 
[flame, i 

II. 3- 
* Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's fteep, 
Iflcs, that crown th' EgJean deep, I 

Fields i 



* Progrefs of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and from Italy to 
England. Chancer was not nnacqaainted with the writings of 

Dante 
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A PINDARIC ODE. ' 45 

Fields, that cool Iliffus laves. 
Or where Maeander's amber waves 
In lingering Lab'rinths creep. 
How do your tuneful Echo's languUh, 
Mute, but to the voice of Anguifli ? 
Where each old poetic Mountain 
Infpiratlon breath'd around : 
Ev'ry fhade and hallow'd Fountain 
Murmur'd deep a folemn found : 



Dante or of Petrarcji. The Earl of Snrrey and Sir Tho. 
Wyatt had travelled in Italy, and formed their lafte there j 
Spenfer imitated t^e Italian writen j Milton improrcd on 
them : but this School expired foon after the Reftoration, and 
a new out aroft oq the French piodcl, which has fubfifted ever 
faGC 

xm 
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46 THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 

Tin the fid Nine in Greece's evil hour 

Left their FarnalTus for the Latian plains. 

Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant-Power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chuns. 

When Latlum had her lofty fpirit loft. 

They fought, oh Albion! next thy fca-enclrcled 

[coail. 

III. I. 
Far from the fun and fummer-gale. 
In thy green lap was Nature's * Darling laid. 
What time, where lucid Avon ftray'd. 
To Him the mighty Mother did unveil 
Her aweful face : The dauntlefi Child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and fmiled. 



> Shakefpear. 

This 
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A PINDARIC ODE. 4/ 
This pencil take ((he ^d) whofe colours clev 
Richly paint the reraal year : 
Thine too thde golden keys, immortal Boy f 
This can unlock the gates of Joy ; 
Gf Horrour that, and thrilling Fears, 
Or ope the facred fource of fympathctic Tears*' 



III. 1. 


Nor fecond He *, that rode fublime 


Upon the feraph-wings of Extafy, 


The fecrets of th'. Abyis to fpy. 


•f- He pais'd the flaming bounds of Place and 
[Time: 


• MStoo. 




The 
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48 THE PROGRESS OF POESV. 

• The living Throne, tlw &phire-blaze> 

Where Angels tremble, while they gaze. 

He iaw; but blailed with excels of light, 

•f- Clofed his eyes in endl^ ni^t. 

Behold, where Dryden's lefe preiiunptuous car. 

Wide o'er the fields of Glory bear 

J Two Courfers of ethereal race, 

Jl With necks in thunder cloath'd, and long-re- 
[founding pace. 

* For the fpirit of the living creature wu in the wheels— •' 
And above the firmament, that wai over their heads, was the 
likcDcfs of a throne, as the appearance of a faphire-flone.->- 
This was tke appearance of tl^e glory of the Lord. 

Ezeiiei L 20. 26, 28. 

t 'Of3>X^ pj. i/^ifn- idw r aCn bMt. HoHBa. Od. 

t Meant to exprefs the Aately march and founding eneigy 
of Dryden's rhimes. 
n Haft thou doathed his neck with thunder i Job. 

III. 
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III. 3. 
Hark, his hands the lyre explore I 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering o'er 
Scatters from her piftur'd urn 
* Thoughts, that breath, and words* that burn. 
t Bat ah ! 'tis heard no more 



* Words, that weep, and ttin, tliat {peak. CaviUy. 

\ We have had in oar language no other odes of thefubfime 
kindi tb«i that of Dryden on St. Cecilia's day : for Cowle^ 
(who bad hu merit) yet wanted judgment, ftyle, and harmony, 
for fach a taOc. That of Pbp<i i« not worthy of fo great a maii. 
' Mr. Mafon indeed of late days has touched the true chords^ 
and whh a mallerly hand, in (bme ofhb Chorufes,— above all 
ia die M of Caraaacus, 

Hark \ heard ye not yon footftep dread ? i^e. 



Ohl 
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St THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 

Oh ! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit 

Wakes thee now ? tho' he inherit 

Nor the pride, hor ample pinion> 

*That the Theban Eagle bear 

Sailing with fupreme dominion 

Thro' the azure deep of air : 

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 

Such forms, as glitter in the Mufe's ray 

With orient hues, unborrow'd of the Sun : 

Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way 

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate. 

Beneath the Good how far — but far above the 
[Great. 

* Aii; *rp^ ifn)(a. SCth 01/nip. 2- Pindar compares himfclf 
to that bird, and his enemies to laTens that croak and clamour 
ia vain below, while it p nrfues iH flight, regardlels or their 

THE 
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BAR D. 



A PINDARIC ODE. 



A D V E R TI S E M E N T. 

The following Ode U founded on a Tradition 
current in Wales, that EDWARD the 
First, whofi he compleated the conqyell 
of that country, ordered all the I^ds, 
that fell into bis hands, to be put to 
death. 
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D. 



A PINDARIC ODE. 



« "pj UIN feize thee, ruthlefe King! 

• -^^ Confufion on thy banners wait, 

• Tho* fann'd by Conqucft's crimibn wing 

• * They mock the sk with idle ftatc- 



* Mocking the ur with colonn idly IpmiL 

SbaJtt/fatr'i King y«ha. 

E 3 • Helm, 
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54 THE BARD. 

* Helih, nor *" Hauberk's fWifted mail» 

' Nor even thy virtues. Tyrant, fliall avail 

* To iavc thy fecrcl foul from nightly fears, 

* From Cambria's curfe, from Cambria's tears !' 

Such were the fotmds, that o'er the -f- crfifted 

[pride 
Of the firft Edward fcatter'd vi'ild difmay. 

As down the ffeep^ of J Sriowdon's fliaggy fide 

He wound with toilfome march his long array. 

Stout 



• The Hauberk was i texture of fled nnglets, 6r riilgsi 
interwoven, forming a coat of mail, that fate clofe to the body, 
.and adapted itfelf to every modon. 

-J- The crefted adder'* pride. Drydm^s Indian ^tm. 

X Sitewdoa was a name given by the Saxons to that ntoun- 
talnouj trafl, which the Welch themfelves call Creigiaa-tryri : 
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Stout * Glo'fter ftood aghaft in ipccchlefs trance : 

To arms ! cried -|- Mortimer, and couch'd his 
[quiv'ring lance. 



it inclDiled all the iughlanda of Caernuvonlhirc uti Merio^ 
nethihire, as far eaft as the river Conway. R. Hygdett Ipeak' 
iDg of the calllc of Conway built by King Edward the firft, 
fays, ^' Ad onam amnii Conway ad dimm montis Erery ; ** 
and Matthew of Weflminfter, (ad ano. 1383,) " Apod Aber- 
'" conway ad pedei montis Snowdonue fecit erigi caftruni 
•' fone." 

* Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red, Ear] of GloucelUc 
and Hertford, fon-in-law to £ing Edward. 

t Edmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 

They both were LerJi-Marchert, whofe lands lay on the 
borders of Wales, and probably accompanied the King in thift 
expedition. 



E* 



SS THE BARD.' 

I. 2. 
On a rock, whofe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood. 
Robed in the £ablc garb of woe. 
With haggard eyes the Poet flood j 
(* LoQie his beard, and hoary hair 
•f- Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) 
And wiith a Maftcr's hand, and Prophet's fire. 
Struck the deep Ibrrows of his lyre. 



* The iinige wu taken from t well-known pidore of 
Kapbael, fcprefentiQg the Sapreme Beiag in the viiion of 
Ezekiel : theie are two of thefe paintings (both believe^ ori- 
^iial)> one at Florence, the other at Faria. 

■^ §&pDe, li)(« ■ meteor^ ^amisg to the wind. 

Mikn'i faTm£fi Uf- 

I * Hark, 

Digilizcil:* Google 



A P I N D A R re O D E. ^f 

* Hark, how each giant-oak, and defert cave, ' 

* Sighs to the torrent's awefixl voice beneath ! ' 

* 0*cr thee, oh King ! their hundred arms thej< 

[wave, 

* Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breath i* 

* Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, 

* To. high-born Hoel's harp, or foft Llewellyn's 

^ay. 

^ 1-3. 

* Odd is Cad^vallo's tongue, 

* That hufh'd the ftormy main : 

* Brave Ufien fleeps upon his craggy bed : 

* Mountains, ye mourn in vain 

* ftlpdred, whofe magic fong 

< Made huge PUnlimmon bow h^ eloud-top'd 
[head. 

. . * On 
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* * On dniry Arvon's ihore they lie, 

* Smear'd with gore, and ghaftly pale : 

* Far, far aloof di' aflfrightcd ravens fail ; 

* The famifh'd -f Eagle ftreams, and paffcs ly. 



* The Ihores of Caernarvonlhlre oppofite to the ille of 
Anglefejr. 

+ Cambden and others obferve, that eagles ofed annually to 
build their aerie among the rocks oF Soowdon, which from 
thence (as fome think) were oamed by the Welch Craigian' 
iiyri, or the crags of the eagles. At this day (I am told) the 
highed point of Snowdoa is called the eagU'i ntft. That bird 
is certainly no ftranger to this illand, as the Scots, and the 
people of Cnmberland, Weflinoreland, I3c. can teftify : it 
even has bnilt its neft in the Peak of Derbyflute. [Sec Wil- 
loughby's Ornithol. pnbliihed by Ray.} 



• Dear 
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* Dear loft companions of my tuneful art, 

' jl Dear, as the light that vifits thcfe lad eyes, 

* II Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my 

[heart, 

* Ye died amidft your dying country's cries— 

* No more I weep. They do not fleep. 

* On yonder cliffs, a griefly band, 

* I fee them fit, they linger yet, 

* Avengers of their native land : 

* With me In dreadful harmony J they join> 

* And J weave with bloody hands the tiffue of 

[thy line.' 



II As dear to me as are the ruddy drops. 
That vifit my fad heart Sbaii/^. JuU Ca/ar. 

X See the Norwegian Ode, that follows. 

n. 
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II, I. 

'* Wcaire the warp, and weave the woof, 

" The winding-ftieet of Edward's race. 

" Give ample room, and verge enough 

" The charaftcrs of hell to trace. 

** Mark the year, and mark the night, 

*t * When Sevprn /hall re-eccho with aifright 

" The flirieks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs 
[that ring, 
" Shrieks of an agonising King ! 



• Edward the Second, cruelty butchered in BcikTcf- 
Csflle. 



" She-Wolf 

Mizdi:* Google 



APINDARIC ODE. Ci 

•* -f- She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

" That tear'ft the bowels cf thy mangled Mate, 

** H From thee he born, who o'er thy country 

[hangs 

'* The fcourgc of Heav'n. What Terrors round 

[him wail ! 

" Amazement in his van, with Flight combined, 

" And forrow's faded form, and folitude behind. 



II. 2. 

** Mighty Viiftor, mighty Lord, 
*' X Low on his funeral couch he lies ! 
*' No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
* A tear to grace his obfequies. 

t Ifabel of France, Edward the Second's adulterous Qaeeu. 
II Triumphs of Edward the Third in France. 
X Death of that King, abandoned by his Children, and even 
robbed in his lait momenis by bis Cottriiers and his Millrcfs. 

" Is 
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« Is the fable * Warriour fled ? 

" Thy fon is gone. He rcfts among the Dead. 

•' The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam Averc 

[born ? 
" Gone to filute the rifing Morn. 

*• Fair -j-kughs the Mom, and foft the Zephyr 
[blows, 
, *• While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 

** In gallant trim the gilded Vefl"el goes ; 

*' Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm ; 

'*' Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind's fway, 

•' That, hulh'd in grim repofe, expefls his. even- 
[ing-prey- 



•'Edward, the Black- Prince, dead fomc time before his- 
Tather. 

t Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign. Sec Froif- 
fard, and other contemporary Writers. 

2 n. 
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n. 3. 
«« «iriii lijg}j the iparkling bowl, 
' The rich repaft prepare, 
' Reft of a crown, he yet may fhare the feaft ? 
' Glofe by the regal chair 
' Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl 
' A baleful finile upon their baffled Gueft. 



* Richard the Second, (as we are told hj ArchbiOioii Scroop 
and the confederate Lords in their manifeHo, by Thomas oti 
Wal£ngham, and all the older Writers,) was flarved to death. 
The Dory of hU aSaffinatlon by Sir Piers of Ejcod, i« of much 
later date. 



•* Heard 
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^4 THE BARD., 

** Heard ye the din of * battle bray, 

** Lance to lance, and horfc to horfc ? 

•* Long Years of havock utgc their dsllined 

[courfe, 

•* And thro' the kindred fquadrons mow their 

[way. 
fi YeTowcrsef Julius-f*, London's lafting Oiamc, 

" With many a foul and midnight murther fed, 

•* Revere his % Confort'a faith, his Father's |{ fame, 

'* And ^)arc the meek § Ufurper's holy head. 

* Rainoas civil vKi of York and Lancafter. 

■)■ Henry the Sixth, George Doke of CUrence, Edward 
the Fifth, Richard Duke of York, ^t. believrf to bcmor- 
thefcd lecretljr in the Tottrer of London. The otdeft part of 
nhat flra£liii« is Vulgarljr atcrihnted to Julius Czfar. 

X Margaret of Anjon, a woman of heroic fpirit, who 
ftraggled hard to fave her Hufbaud and her Crown. 

|] Henry the Fifth. 

5 Henry the Sixth very near being canonized. The line of 
Lancaflcr had no right of inheritance to the Crown. 

Above 
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«* Above, below, the * roie of fnow, 

*' Twined with her bluflijng foe, we Ipread : 

** The brjftled -f- Boar in infant-gore 

•* Wallows beneath the thomy fliade. 

*• Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' accuffed 

[loom 

** Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 

[doom. 



* The white and red nks, devices of York and Lancafter. 

t The filvcr Boat was the badge Of Richird the Third i* 
whence he was ufntllf known in his owii time by the name of 
tieB*ar. 



m. 



56 THE BARD. 

m. I. 

** Edward, lo ! to fudden fate 
" (Weave we the woof^ The thread is {pxai): 
" * Half of riiy heart we coniecrate. 
** (The web U wove. The work is donc.y* 

• Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn 

* heaxc me unblefs'd, unpitied, here to mourn r 



* Eleanor of Caftile died a few yean after tbe eoaqueft oP 
Wain. The benic proof flie gave of her aSe^a for ber 
Lord it well ksown. Tlte monuBieats of- hia regret,, and ior- 
row for the lofa of her, are ftill to be fees at Northaajltra*- 
GcddiD^iii Waltham, and other places^ 

2 » In 
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* In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkles. 

* They melt, they vanifh from my eyes. 

' But oh ! what folema fi:enes on Snowdon's 
[height 

* Delcetiding flow their glitt'ring ikirts unroll ? 

* Vifions of glory, Ipare my aching fight, 

* Ye unborn Ag«s, crowd not on my foul I 

' No more our long-loft * Arthur we bewail- 

' All'hail, -f* ye genuine Kings, Britannia's I^ue, 

[hail 1 



' It was the comiiicm belief of t!w Welch nation, that 
£i»g Arthar was ftill alive in Fury-Land, and fhoald return 
again to reig;n orcr Britain. 

■f Both Merlin and TalieSin had prophefied» that the Welch 
dionld regain dieir foTcreignty over this ifland ; which fceroed 
to be acGompIiihed in the Hoafe of Tudor. 

F 2 in. 
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68 THE BARa 

IIL 2, 
' Girt with many a Baron bold 

* Sublime their ftany fronts thejr rear ; 

* And gorgeous Dames, and Stateimen old 
' In bearded majcfty, appear. 

* In the midA a Form divine ! 

* Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line ; 

* Her lyon-port*, her awe-commanding face, 

* Attempcr'd fweet to virgin-grace. 



* Speed relating an antiience given by Qneen Elizabeth td 
Paul Dzialinfki, Ambaflkdonr of Polandt bp, ' And thni 
' ihc, lion-like liQng, daanted the malapert Orator no lefs 
' with her Dately port sod majeftical deportnre, thaa with the 
' taitncCe of her prlncclie checkes.* 



.' What 
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* What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air, ' 

* What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play ! 

* Hear from the grave, great Talieffin -f, hear ; 

* They breathe a foul to animate thy clay. 

* Bright Rapture calls, and fi)aring, as Ihe fings, 

* Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd 

[wings. 



t Tatieflin, Chief of the Bards, floarifhed in the Vich 
Centnty. His works are fUU prefervcd, and his memoty held 
in high veDcration among his Countrymen. 



Fj 



yo THE BARD, 

in. 3. 

* The verfc idorn again 

• • Fierce War, and feithful Love, 

• And Truth fevcrc, by fairy Fiilion dreft, 

• In + buflcin'd mcafures move 
' Pale Grief, and plealing Pain, 

• With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breaft, 

• A t Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir, 

• Gales from blooniing Eden bear ; 

' H And diftant warblings leflen on my ear, 
' That loft in long futurity expire. 

* Fierce w»fi and faithful lores Iball moralize my long. 

ffftif/ir'i Preeme Ic fie Fairy Sjf"*- 
t Shikelpear, 
{ Milton. 
)] The fuc^eSon of Poeta after Mtlton't time. 

' Fpnd 

Digilizcil:* Google 



A PINDARIC ODE. 71 

** Fond impious Man, think'ft thou, yon fanguine 
[cloud, 

* Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the Orb of 

[day? 
■* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

-* And warms the nations with redoubled ray, 

" Enough for me : Witib joy I fee 

'* The different doom our Fates aflign. 

* Be thine Delpair, and fcept'red Care, 

* To triumph, and to die, are mine.' 

He fpoke, and headlong from the mountain's 
[height 

Peep in the roaring tide he plung'd to endlefs 
[nig^t. 



F 4 THE 
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FATAL SISTERS. 

AN ODE, 

(From the N o r s e - T o k g u e,) 

IN T H > 

OR CADES of Thormodds Tokf^uss 
Hafnia, i6gyt Folio: and alfo in 
Bartbolinvs. 

ViTT EH ORPIT FYRIK VALFALLI} &c. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Author once had thoughts (in concert 
with a Friend) of giving the Hiftory of 
EngHJh Poetry : In the Introdudion to it 
he meant to have produced ibme fpeeimens 
of the Style that reigned in ancient times 
among the neighbouring nations, or thoie 
who had fubdued the greater part of this 
Ifland, and were our Progenitors : the fol- 
lowing three Imitations made a part of 
them. He has long fince drop'd his de- 
fign, efpecially after he had heard, that it 
Was already in the hands of a Perfon well 
qualified to do it juftice, both by his 
Jafte, and his rcfearches into antiquity. 
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PR E F A C E. 

tN the Eleventh Century Sigurd^ Earl of 
the Orkney-Iflands, went with a fleet of 
ihips and a coniulerable body of troops into 
Ireland, to the affiftance of SiBryg w'ab the 
filken. hem-dy who was then making war on his 
father-in-law Brian, King of Dublin : the Earl 
and all his forces were cut to pieces, land Si£iryg 
was in danger of a total defeat ; but the enemy 
had a greater lofs by the death of Briatit their 
King, who fell in the aflion. On Chriftmas- 

day, 
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PREFACE, 
day, (the day of the batde,) a Native QiCmtbnefs 
in Scotland &w at a diftaDce a number of per-- 
fi)iis on horieback riding full fpttd towards a 
hill, and feeming to enter into it. Curiofity 
led him to follow them, till looking through an 
openii^ in the rocks he £lw twdve gigantic 
figures resembling women : ihcy were all on- 
plc^ed aboQt a loom j and as they Wove, th^ 
fang &e following dreadful Song % which when 
th^ had finidied, they tore riie web into twdvc 
pieces, amd (each taking her portion) galloped 
Six to the North and as many to the South, 



THE 
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FATAL SISTER& 

AN ODE. 

T^ TOW the ftorm be^ns to lower, 
-^ ^ (Hafte, dw loom of Hell prepare,) 
* Iron-fleet of arrowy fliower 
•f- Hertles in the darkcn'd air. 

JVii/*— The Faltfriar were female Divinitieg. Servaa!! cf 
OdiM (or Wedm) in the Gothic mythology. Their name figni- 
£cs Cbu/ert ef the jlain. They were mounted ob fwift horfes, 
with drawQ Iworcb in their handi ; and in the throng of battle 
releflad fucU at were delUncd to llaoghter, and conducted them 
to FalkaUtt, the hall of OiA'ff, or psradife of die Brave ; where 
the)t attended the banquet, and ferved the deputed Heroe» 
with horns of mead and ale. 

* How quick they wheei'd; and flyiof, behind them Ihot 
Sharp fleet of-nrowy Ihower Milton't Par. RegtuntA 

t The Doife of battle hnrtled in the air. SkakeJ^- Jul. C*far. 

Glitt'ring 
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So THE FATAL SISTERS. 
Glitt'ring lances are the loom. 
Where the dulky waq> we ftrain. 
Weaving many a Soldier's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver^s banc. 

See the griefly texture grow, 
('Tifi of human entrails made,) 
And the weights, that play below. 
Each a gafping Warriour's head. 

Shafts for fliuttlcs, dipt in gore. 
Shoot the trembling cords along. 
Sword, that once a Monarch bore. 
Keep the tiffue clofe and ilrong.. 



AN ODE. 

Mifta black, terrific Maid, 
SangridOt and Hilda fee. 
Join the wayward work to aid: 
'Tis the woof of viftoiy. 

Ere the ruddy fun be fet. 
Pikes muft fhiver, javelins £ng. 
Blade with clattering buckler meet. 
Hauberk crafli, and helniet ring. 

(Weave the crimfon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly« 
Where bur Friends the conflift fliare. 
Where they triumph, where they die. 



As 



$i THE FATAL SISTERS. 
As the paths of £ue wt tnndt 
Wading ibxo' th' onianguin'd fidd ; 
Gmdula, and Gea-a, ipread 
O'er the youdiful King your {hidd. 

Wc the reins to .flaughter give. 
Ours to kill, an4 o\kt% tp ^nm ; 
Spite of dang^ he (hall Uve, 
(Weave the critji^in web pf war.) 

They, whom o^« ihc defwt-b«di 
Pent within its bleak domain. 
Soon their ample fway ifaall ilretdi 
O'er the pleaty of the plain. 



Low 



t* Google 



AN OP g. H 

Low the dsuptlds Earl i; Isitf, 
Gof'd with many a gaping wound i 
Fate demands a nobler bead; 
Soon a Ku)g Oudl bite the ground. 

Ix>ng his lo6 Ih^l Eifi* weep. 
Ne'er again, bis likeBe(e fcei 
Long her ilrains in ibrrow ilaep. 
Strains of Immortality ( 

Horror cowrs all the hsjth. 
Clouds of Qirffiige blot the &m- 
Sillers, weav« the web of death > 
Sifters, ceafe, the work it do**. 

G 3 HaU 
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S+ THE -FATAL SiS^TERS. 
Hail the taflc, and hail the hands t 
Songs of joy and triumph fing ! 
Joy to the vidlorious bands ; 
Triumph to the younger King. 

Mortal, thou that hcar'ft the tale. 
Learn the tenour of our fong. 
Scotland, , thro' each winding vslt 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 

Sifters, hence, with fpurs of fpeed : 
Each her thundering feulchion wield; 
Each beftride her fable ftced- 
Hurry, hurry to the field. . 



THE 
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DESCENT of ODIN. 

AN ODE, 

(From the Norse-Tongue,) 

t H 

Bartholinus, de cauHs contemnendEe mortis ; 
Hafki^, 1689, Quarto. 

Uprsis Opihn allda gavtr, &c. 
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DESCENT of ODIN. 



A N 



ODE. 



T TProfe the King of Men with fpced, 
*-^ And faddled ftrait his coal-black fteed • 
Down the yawning fleep he rode. 
That leads to * Hela's drear abode. 



• Nijitiimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, confifted of nine 
world., to which were devoted all foch as died of ncknefs, old- 
age, or by any other means than in battle : Over it preCded 
Hela, the Goddefi of Death. 



G + 



Him 
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8S THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 
Him the Dog of Darknefs fpicd. 
His ftiaggy throat he open'd wide. 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd. 
Foam and human gore diftill'd : 
Hoarfe he hays with hideous din. 
Eyes that glow, and fangs, that grin ; 
And long purfues, with fniitlcfs yell. 
The Father of the powerful fpell. 
Onward ftill his way he takes, 
(The groaning earth heneath him (hakes,) 
Till full before his fearlefs eyes 
The portals nine of hell arife. 

T Right, againft the caftern gate, ; 

By the 'mofs-grown pile he fate j 

3 Where 
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Where long of yore to fleep was laid 
The duft of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime. 
Thrice he traced the runic rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread» 
The thrilling verfe that wakes the Dead i 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a fuUen found. ■ 

Pr. What call unknown, what charms pre- 
[fume 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 

Who thus afflidts my troubled fprite. 

And drags me from the realms of night ? 

Long on thefe mfould'ring bones have beat 

The winter's fnow, the fummer's heat. 

The 
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9* THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 
The dreilching deWs, and diiving fam 1 
Let me, let me fleep again. 
Who is he, with vcricc unbleft. 
That calls me from the bed of reft ? 

O. A Traveller, to thee unknown. 
Is he that calls, a Warridui^s SOn. 
Thou the deeds of light fhalt know j 
Tell me what is done below. 
For whom yon glltt'ririg board is fprcad, 
Dreft for whom yort golden bed. 

Pr. Mantling in the goblet fee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee. 



A N O D fi. 9t 

0*er it hangs the Dileld of gold } 
'Tis the driflfc of Balder bold : 

Balder's head to death is giv'n. 
Pain can reach the Sorts of Heav'n I . 
Unwilling I my lips uncloie : 
Leave me» leave me to repoie, 

O. Once ag^n my call obey. 
Frophetefs, arife, and fay. 
What dangers Odin's Child await. 
Who the Author of his fate. 

pR. In Hoder'B hand the Heroe's doom: 
His Brother fends him to the tomb. r^. 

Now 
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$2 THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 
Now my ^eary Ups I clofc : 
Leave me, leave me to rcpofe, 

O. Prophetcfs, my fpcU obey. 
Once again arjfe, and fay, 
"Who th' Avjsnger of his guilt. 
By whom fliall Hoder's blood be fpilt. 

Pr. In the caverns of the weft. 
By Odinz fierce embrace compreft, 
A wond'rous Boy fliall Rinda bear* 
Who ne'er fliall comb his raven-hair, 
-Nor waih his vilage in the ftream, 
Nor fee the fun's departing beam; 



Till 
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AN ODE. 
Till he on Hoder's corfe fliall' fmilc . 
Flaming on the fun'ral pile. 
Now my weary lips .1 clofe : - 
Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

O. .Yet a while my call obey. 
Prophetefsi awake, and fay» 
What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlefs woe. 
That bend to earth their folemn brow. 
That their flaxen treffes tear. 
And fnowy veils, that float in air* 
Tell me, .whence . their forrows role: ; 
Then I leave thee to repofe. 



Pb. Ha! 
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94 THE DESCENT OP ODIN, 
Pr. Ha! no Traveller art thou, ; . " 
King of Men, I know thee now, 
Mightleft of a mighty line 

O. No boding Maid of Jkill divine 
Art thoq, nor Prophctcfs of good i 
But Mother of die ^ant-brood ! 

Pk. Hie thee hciice> and boaft at hostis. 
That never ihall Enquirer come 
To break my iron-ileep again; 
Till * LoJk has burft his tcn&ld pfaain. 

Never, 

* L»i u the evil Being, who contiDne* in chuiu tUI the 

TiKiUght v/thi Gadi appraadiM, when he Ibsll break bit 

% bond) y 
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ANODE. 95 

Never, till fubftanttal Night 
Has reaflTum'd her ancient right ; 
Till wrap'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd. 
Sinks die fabric of the world. 



Ixmds i the hanun race, the Bars, and fun, fliall diH^pear | 
the eartJi fink in the feu, and fire confnme the flues : cren 
Odin himfelf and hii kindred-deities fltall perilh. For a fiu* 
ther explanation of this raj^ology, fee hlallet's Introdn&ioB 
to the Hifioiy of Denmaric, 175$. Qnano. 



THE 
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TRIUMPHS of OWEN. 
A FRAGMENT. 



Mr. Evans's Specimens of the Welch Poetrv; 
London, 1764, Quarto, 



H 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

Owen fucceeded his Father Griffin in the 
Principality of North-Wales, A. D. 1120, 
This battle was fought near forty Years 
afterwards. 
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TRIUMPHS of OWEN. 



A FRAGMENT. ™,,. , 



y^^ WEN'S praife demands my foftg, 
^•^ Owen Iwift, and Owen ftrodg; 
Faireft flower of Roderic's ftcm, 
* Gwyncth*s fliield, and Britain's gem. 



• Nonl-Walo. 
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i6a -THE TRIUMPHS 6F OWEN. 
He nor hetps his -bfoeded Aotm, 
Nor on all profufely pours; 
Lord of every r^al art. 
Liberal hand, and, open heart. 

Big with'hofts of mighty name. 
Squadrons three againft him came; 
Thiii the force of Euin hiding. 
Side by fide as proudly ridiag. 
On her fliadaw long and gay ■ 
♦Lochlin plows die watry wayj 



There 

t* Google 



A F R A G M E N T. i«3 

There the Norman fails a&r 
Catch the winds, and join the war t 
Black and huge along they fweep« 
Burthens of die «igry deep. 

Dauntlefs on his native fands 
• The Dragon-Son of Mona ftands j 



* The red Dragon u the device of CadwalUder, which all 
)u> dc&endenu bon on their bannen. 
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In glitt'ring arms and glory dreft. 
High he rears his ruby creft. 
There the thund'ring ftrokes begin. 
There the prels, and there the din ; 
Talymalfra's rocky fhore 
Echoing to the battle's roar. 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thoufand Banners round him bum. 
Where he points his purple fpear, 
Hafty, hafly Rout is there. 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to ftop, and Ihame to fly. 

There 
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There Coniufion, Terror's child, 
Confliift fierce, and Ruin wild. 
Agony, that pants for breath, 
Defpair and honourable Death. 
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ELEGY 

.WRITTEN IN A 

COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

' I ^HE Curfew tolls* the knell of parting day, 
■^ The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea. 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 



' ■ I iqnilla di loDtano, 

Cfac paia '1 gioroo pianger, che fi muore. 

Damt. Purgai. I, %. 

, Now 
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Now fades the glimmering Iand£:a|>e on the fig^t* 

And all the air a fblemn itiUnefs holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight* 

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds ; 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'f 
The mopeing owl does to the moon complain • 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
Moleft her ancient folitafy rngd. 

Beneath thofe tuggd elins* that yew-tree's (kd^c. 
Where heaves the ttirf in many a: maidd'ring:facap> 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet flcep. 

X The- 



A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, ur 
The breeoy call of incenie-breathing Mom, 
The fvrallow twitt'ring from die ftraw-buUt Oxedg 
The cock's fhrill clarion* or the echoing horn. 
No moFe fliall rouie them from their lowly bed* 

For diem no more the blazing hearth ihall burnt 
Or bnify houlewife ply her evening care^ 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, ' 
Or climb his knees the envie^ ki(s to ihare. 

Qft did the harvcft to their fickle yield. 
Their furrow oft the ftubborn ^lebe has broke a 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke I 

i. Let 
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Let not Ambition mock their u^ul toil* 
. Their homely joys, and dcftiny obfcurc ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful imile. 
The ihort and fimple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
, And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 
Awaits .alike th' inevitable hour. 
The .paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you,, yc Proud, impute to Thcfc die feult, 
If Mem'ry o'er their Tomb no Trophies raife. 
Where thro' fhe long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 
The, pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

2 Can 
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Can ftoricd urn or animated buft 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the iilent duft. 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ? 

Perhaps in this neglefled j!pot is laid ? 

Some h^t once pregnant with celeilial firc; . 
Hands> that the rod of empire might have fway'd. 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. ; 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ampl? page 
Rich with.the fpoils of time did ne'er unrc^ i 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the foul.. . 

1 Full 
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ti4 ELEGY WRITTEN IN 
Full many a gem rf pureft ray ferene. 
The dark un&thom'd caves of ocean bear : 
Full many a flofrer is bcmi to bludi unieeii. 
And waib its Jweetoefs ad &e dcfert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dailntle& breaA 
The little Tyrant of his fields widiftood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may re(l» 
Some Cromwdl guiitlds of hie country's blood* . 

Th' appUufe of lift'ning l^atee tocomhiand. 
The threats o£ pain and ruin to deTpift, 
To icatter ^e&ty o*er a finiUng Und^ 
And read ^tadr hift'iy in a natloa's ^res. 

Their 
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Their lot forbad : nor circtunfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, bat their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade trough daughter to a throne. 
And Ihut the gate^ of mercj on mankind. 

The ftruggling pangs of conscious trudi to hide. 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhame. 
Or heap Ae Hirine of Laixury and Pride 

With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 

far from the madding crowd's igpoWc ftrife. 
Their fober wiihcs never leam'd to ftray ; 
Along &e cool iequ^er'd vtde of life 
They kept the noifdefs te&or of thek way. 

I z Yet 



ii6 ELEGY WRITTEN IN" ' 
Yet ev'nthcfe bones from infult to p^ote^ 
Some frail memorial ftill created high. 
Wit}) unc()uth rhimes and fhapelefe feulpture deck'd. 
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh. 

Their namt, their ytars, fpelt by th' unlcttcr'd mufc. 
The place o5 fame and elegy fupply : 
And niany a holy text around £he ftrews. 
That teach the ruilic moralift to die. 

For who to dumb Forgctfulnefs a prey. 
This pleafing anxious being e'er refign'd. 
Left the warm precindts of the chearful day. 
Nor caft one longing ling'ring look behind ? 



On 
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On {bme.fond breaft the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires j 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, , 
* Ev'n in. our Afhes live their wonted Fires. . 

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd Dead ^ 
Doft in thefe lines their artlefe tale rclatej . 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, > 

Some kindred Spirit (hall inquire thy fate. 



* Ch'i veggio nel penfier, dolce mio fuoco, 
Fredda una lingaat & dae begli occhi chiufi 
Runancr doppo noi pien di faville. 



Fttrarch. Sen. 169. 
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Haply fome hoery-hcftded Swain may iky, 
« Oft have we feen him at die peep of dawn 

* Brafhing widi hafty fteps die dews away 

* To meet die fun tipon the a[^and lawn. 

* There at die foot of yonder nodding beec^ 

' That wreodMs its old ^taiUc roots Ga hi^* 

* His liiUefi lengdi at noontide would he ftrctebk 

* And pore upon 1^ brook that babbles hy. 

* Hard by yon wood, now finlUng as in fcorn, 

* Mutt' ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
' Now drooping, woeful wan, Efce one forlorn, 

* Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopclcfs love. 

a One 
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' One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftont'd hill, 

• Along the beath and near his iav'rite tree ; 

• Another came j nor yet bcfide the rill, 

' Nor up the lawh, nor at the wood wes he f 

The next with dirges dae in fed array 

• Slow Aro' the church-way path wc (aw him born. 

• Approach and read {(or diou can'jl; read) the lay, 

• Gra/d on the ftonc beneath yoft aged thorn. 

The EPITAPH. 

T TB R E Tip his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Touth to Fortune and to Fame unknown* 
Fair Science frown d not on bis humble birth. 
And Melancholy marked him for her own. 



THE E PIT A P H. ~ ' 

Large was bts bounty, and his foul ^ncere^ 
Hearun did a recompence as largely fend: 
• He gave to Mis'ry all be bad, a tear, 
^ He gain' d from Heav'n ftysas all he -mijh' d) a friend, 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe. 
Or draw bis frailties from their dread abode, 
(* There they alike in trembling hope repofe,): 
The bofom <f bts Father and his God. 

• ^paventofa fpemc. Pttrereb. Sm. 1 14. 
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